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Incidentally...
Exponent presents two “firsts” this month.

make a good wife, but the better wife, in many

One of these is Vignettes, which is to be a

respects, will be made by the woman equipped as

regular feature. In this section will be presented

well to be intellectual companion to her husband
and teacher to her children. The wife and mother

one-,

two-,

or

three-column

pieces

such

as

character sketches, narrations of incidents, and

who has taken full advantage of her college

pieces of the nature of essays but too short to

education will be able to meet her husband on

be considered essays. Writing of this kind de-

the level of intellectual as well as material in-

mands

initiating such a section, to open a new and

terests. Her approach to the spiritual will be
steadier and more direct; her ability to cope

different

maturely with the many problems of her life-

a

particular
field

of

style
writing

and we
to

hope,

potential

by
con-

tributors.

role will be vastly increased by a farseeing

The second, also presented for the first time

wisdom

and

a

compassionate

understanding

in this issue, is Concept. A fine arts student

based on knowledge of some of the whys and

will be selected to fill this section with examples

wherefores of human behavior.

which best represent his or her artistic tech-

This is not to say that a college degree auto-

nique. Our purpose in instituting such a feature

matically guarantees a successful marriage. The

is to emphasize the importance of good art in

seeds of mature wifehood and motherhood are
implanted and nourished in childhood and grow

augmenting, as well as illustrating, the contents of a college literary magazine.
This month’s issue is dedicated to the co-eds
in commemoration of the 25th anniversary of

as the girl grows. But the additional watering
of more than a minimum education is of enormous value in aiding this growth.

co-education at the University of Dayton, being

A college education bestows an additional

celebrated this year. The material in its pages

benefit in opening a whole new world to the

has been written entirely by co-eds. With a

older woman who, with children married and

special center-page display featuring a guest

gone,

editorial by the Dean of Women, Professor R.
Kathleen Whetro, Hxponent congratulates the

autumn years will be doubly golden in the hours

co-eds, past and present, of the University of

finds

time

heavy

on

her hands.

Her

of intellectual satisfaction awaiting her. Proof
of this particular benefit of higher education

Dayton on their Silver Anniversary. The Uni-

for women is in the increasing numbers of

versity itself is to be congratulated as well on

mothers

the achievement of a milestone in its long-time
recognition of the value, even necessity, of
higher education in the preparation of modern

mothers, yet! —who flatly refuse to accept consignment to a rocking chair for the remainder

woman for her role in life.
The turn-of-the-century

to the classroom with a seriousness of purpose
equalled only by their obviously gleeful enjoy-

conviction

that

woman needs no education beyond the a-b-c’s
of cooking,

cleaning;

with

grown

children—and_

grand-

of their lives but instead are returning zestfully

ment of college life.

and cradle-rocking has

So—go collegiate, young women, and make

disintegrated and vanished for good. Dissolving

the most of these years! You'll reap dividends

with equal certainty—-a development to be
greeted with devout thankfulness
—is the idea

from them for the rest of your life.

that a college education is wasted on the woman
who plans to enter marriage. The woman
equipped to be homemaker and mother will

See you on campus.
Therese Geis
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Greater Love Hath No Man
By JOANN SIMONTON

There was a maddening drip, drip, drip, of

two. We

can’t be fighting among ourselves.

water from the ceiling. An irritating, musty

We'll crack up if we don’t stick together. We

odor rose from the mouldy dirt floor. The one

can’t give those damn Nazis the satisfaction of

cheerful note was the sun shining outside, but
this exterior brilliance served only to emphasize
the gloom inside the cell. From other parts of
the building, low moans of misery and piercing

seeing us crack up. Now settle down, you guys.
That’s an order!”
Just then they heard the sound of footsteps
and clanking keys coming down the dank corri-

screams of pain fell upon the ears of the four

dor. The noise stopped just outside their cell.

GI’s seated around the wall.
Suddenly Reid stood up. “I can’t stand any

There was a moment of silence, then the creak
of a key in the lock and the door swung slowly

more of that damn noise! If they don’t do some-

open on its rusty hinges. A harsh voice, heavy

thing soon, I’ll go crazy.’ He went to the small

with a German accent, spoke in halting English.

door and shouted into the hall. “Where in the
hell’s the general? I want to see the top brass.

“We have decided on your punishment. For your

We're going to get out of here. If you don’t let

you must die. The rest will go free. It is up to

us out, we'll dig our way out of this damn,
lousy hell-hole!” and he began to sob wildly and
brokenly, like a child in the last stage of a

until five o’clock tomorrow morning.”’ The door

temper tantrum.
Mason rose on weak, shaking legs and walked
over to put his arm around his superior officer’s
shoulders. His voice as comforting as a mother’s,
he said gently, “Come over and sit down, Bill.

crime of trespassing on Nazi territory one of
you to decide. It is now four o’clock. You have
banged shut and he was gone, leaving only the
gloom, the musty odor, and that unnerving
dripping to attend the four Americans.
It was almost five minutes before Reid,
shocked to his senses by the announcement,
broke the stunned silence. “Thirteen hours. That

You can’t do any good by yelling. You ought to

isn’t much time to condemn a man to death. I

save your strength.”
“Yeah, man. Don’t let it bug ya.” This came
from Schwartz, the youngest member of the

guess the best way is to ask for volunteers.”
No one said anything. Mason was thinking
of his wife Shirley and their four children. He

group. “You’ll flip your lid, actin’ like that.

hadn’t seen the youngest and she was almost a

Don’t be square, man, don’t be square.”

year old. He had had a good job with a promis-

“Why don’t you shut up, kid? You’re trying
to act like a big man; but down inside you know
you're a yellow-bellied coward. You’re chicken,
kid, chicken.”

ing future before this damn war came along.

The kid sprang to his feet, and doubling up
his fist, he shouted, ‘“‘Take it back! Ya hear me,

But would he go back? Could he work up enough
courage to volunteer and save the lives of the

Jackson? Take it back or I’ll kill ya!”
Mason intervened at this point. “Look, you

others?
Schwartz thought about his mother and his

He knew that when he went home, if he went

home, his boss would give him back his job
and he could continue where he had left off.
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girl friend. He and Sally were planning to get
married when he got out of the army. Did he

get along very well without him. She was not
one to let marriage tie her down. Perhaps if

want to give up his future? Could he be that
noble and self-sacrificing? After all, he was only

they had some children... But Janice had
always been too busy for children. They’re a

nineteen. He was too young to die. He took

bother,

Sally’s picture out of his pocket and looked at
it longingly, wishing he were out of this whole

someday when they werea little older . . . But

damn mess and back in New England, walking
hand-in-hand down the streets of Hartford with

some of the other men at the officers’ club.

Sally. He thought about the fishing boat he had
planned to buy. Why did home seem so far

she

always said,

a

nuisance. Maybe

“someday” never seemed to come. He envied
They had children to play with, to brag about,
to greet them when they came home at night.
But maybe Janice was right. She had no time
for children. She was a party girl, interested

away?
Jackson was wishing he had someone to
think about. Here he was, twenty-nine years old,

be happy in such a situation. Well, no need to

with no wife, no prospects of marriage, no rela-

worry about Janice. She’d be able to take care

tives, not even one real friend. He thought of

of herself. But he wanted to live. Maybe if he
went back, he’d be able to change her mind.

the sixteen times he had been in jail for “drunkenness and disorderly conduct.” He thought of
the many other times he had been drunk and

only in having a good time. Children would not

After a silence that seemed interminable,

Reid shook himself from his thoughts. “All

had not been arrested. Why had he wasted so

right, fellows,” he said. “Let’s get this damn

many precious years of his life drinking? He
had lost the many friends he once had. The only

thing settled.’”” No one spoke. The air crackled
with tension. At last Reid said, “Okay. I know

friend he had left was the bottle, that jealous

this is a big thing to decide. I know none of

friend that tolerates no other but itself. He

you want to die. I don’t want to force anybody

vowed that if he ever got back to the States,

into it.” He was thinking, “If nobody volun-

he’d never touch the stuff again. But why should
he even want to go back? He had nothing to
live for. Why not end it all now? But that took

teers, I guess I’ll have to. I’m in charge of these

courage, and he knew in his heart that he was
too much of a coward. Too much of a coward

men. I'll have to give myself up.” For some
reason unknown even to himself, the prospect
of

dying

did not

particularly frighten him.

Aloud, he said, ‘Take your time. This is an im-

to live and too scared to die.
Like Mason, Reid was thinking of his wife,
but not with the same fondness. After ten years

peated lamely.
All through the long night, the men sat,

of marriage he had learned that Janice could

sometimes dozing fitfully, sometimes waking to

portant decision. Just take your time,” he re-

troubled thoughts. At last, as the first rays of
light were breaking through the sky, the sound
of footsteps was heard again and the door
creaked open. This time the German was accompanied by six guards, each carrying a bayoneted
rifle.

“Have

you

made

your

decision?’

he

snapped.
For a long minute no one spoke. Then one
of the men rose and said, “TI’ll go.” He turned
to his companions. “Goodbye and good luck.”
Then he was gone. The German handed the remaining three their permits to leave. They
walked out of the cell, down the long hall,

through the sunny courtyard, and out the gate.
As they started down the road they heard the
erack of a rifle which meant that a nineteen-

year-old kid would never see his Sally again.

Mule Skinner
Macnamara

“No, I don’t want to go! I can’t do it. Oh,
please let me go back.” I clung desperately to
the pommel of the saddle and pleaded with the
young guide. Behind him I saw the long mule

guide, this this
—
— mule,” I blurted the word
“mule” like a person saying a strong swear word
for the first time and then finally got it all out.
“This mule is going to walk right off the path.”

line beginning its treacherous descent.
The guide’s tanned, weather-toughened face

I felt something give beneath me. Desperately
I held the saddle thinking that we must be

betrayed no sign of compassion, but his polite

plunging to a stony death. A moment later I

voice chided, ‘‘Now, Miss, you don’t really want

opened my eyes and discovered that the mule

to go back. The folks up on top will say that
you were afraid.” He edged me along toward

had only been shaking off flies.
Our guide explained, ‘Now, folks, try to get

the group and added, “Come, come, what do

used to this position. It is necessary for safety.
In case a falling rock or a wandering animal

you say if I bring you up to the front? You
can ride right behind me.”
Doubtfully, I consented, and he led me down

startles the resting animals, they will not plunge

the trail past twenty other adventurers. Whis-

way, they might back off the edge.’”’ I must have

pers of “Boy, I know just how she feels,” and

looked dubious, for he stopped and reassured,

over head first, but if lined up in any other

“Well, that’s a woman for you!” came from

“Ole Baldy, here, won’t walk off the trail head

those whom I passed.
Slowly we followed the steeply graded, four-

first.” I remained unconvinced. I am afraid I

foot path as it wound down the sheer canyon

cretion or his sense of direction.
True to prediction, however, Baldy did not

wall. ‘““Ohhhh—” I moaned aloud as we rounded
a sharp turn. I soon found that I was not the
only one who was afraid, for similar cries from

didn’t place much faith in “Ole Baldy’s” dis-

walk off, but not because he didn’t try. That
obstinate hybrid was determined to give me my

somewhere back in the line echoed against the
straight, barren walls and increased the spooky
effect of long early-morning shadows which hid

money’s worth in thrills and chills. He rounded
each turn on the most outside pebble of rock

our destination in murky darkness far below.

as painless as possible.

At irregular intervals the guide stopped and
turned his animal’s face outward. The other

“Oh, come on, Baldy! Won’t we ever get
there?” I breathed through bared teeth, and,

mules backed up against the craggy wall in an
effort to make room for their front feet on the
outer edge of the path. Even then, their heads
and necks extended out over the edge.
“Hey, what is this?’ I cried. “Mister, Mister

getting almost bold, I let my heels bang lightly
against his bony ribs. The sun beat straight
down on slumping, dust covered figures who
were dreaming of the dark green patch of shade
and cool water that had been just a little ahead

or dirt while I prayed that the end might be
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for several hours.
My view of it was partly blocked by my
sister, Suzie, jogging sleepily along on her mule,

miles out on the plateau of sand and rock. The

Angel. Strands of tawny hair escaped from the

“I want to get back early.”
Everyone felt better after the rest. Conver-

wide, red rubber band that held her pony-tail,
were blown by the dust-laden breeze across her

guide huddled us together and advised, “Keep
them moving this afternoon.’ Then he added,

sation flowed freely and we joked about the

freckled face, stung her light blue eyes, and

heat, the flies, the dust, and our funny look-

were finally caught in the fringed edges of her

alike straw hats.
The trail zigged around small hills, zagged

straw hat.
At each turn the resting place drew nearer

up and down washed-out gullies, and ended at

and the sluggish animals scuttled their monoto-

a rounded plateau that fell off on thre sides,

nous gait. Suddenly we rounded the last turn

dropped to the arid valley a mile below. This

and passed into the cool sanctuary shaded by

was our destination. We would not take the

thick-leaved trees that barred both heat and

ribbon trail which wound from some unseen be-

dust. Baldy and Angel headed for the water tank

ginning far below us to the metallic, gleaming

where they stayed until we were ready for the

coil far out in the valley which was the Little

second half of the journey.

Colorado River.
We stood with our backs to the cliff and

Numbly, we slid off their curved backs and
collapsed on the cool ground to stretch weary,

posed proud grins for pictures to prove that

cramped muscles. After a long silence, Suzie

we had taken the Grand Canyon mule trip.
Our bravery thus documented, we turned to

nudged me and drawled, ‘Well, I suppose we’d
better go get in the line by the well before that
big bruiser in the Hawaiian shirt laps up the

the scenery. Across the valley, huge, multi-

last drop.”
“Yeah, we’d better hurry,” I replied, closed
my eyes, and sank back into the grasslike
brambles. I heard Suzie get up and move away,
but I kept my eyes closed and lazily looped one

each other in abandoned disorder. Behind us
similar walls soared to the brink of the canyon
where they broke into light gray sky, forming

leg over a low-hanging branch. Opening my eyes

from cracks in the walls.

a moment later, I commented to no one at all,
“Maybe I can just lie here until those fluffy
gray clouds spill and get a drink without having

gling back up the wall. Heat oozed out of the

to move a muscle.”
These pleasant thoughts were interrupted.
“Say, sleepy-head, are you going to eat your
lunch or not?” Suzie asked as she returned

from the well refreshed and carrying two big
shoe boxes.
“Uh?” I sat up and looked blankly at three
ham sandwiches, two stalks of celery, a hardboiled egg, three cookies, and one big, juicy
orange. “Eat lunch?” I questioned and then
turned away. I wanted something, but it certainly wasn’t food. Thirst overruled protesting
muscles, and I got up and staggered off to the

well.
After four glasses of very cool, clear water

colored walls rose and fell and wandered among

sharp outlines which were occasionally shaded
by runty, stunted trees that jutted uninvited
It was late afternoon when we were strugrocks and sharpened the sting of a driving, sandsaturated breeze. The sun sank lower, and the
angry wind churned the canyon, pitching sand
in our faces and pouring it down our clothes.
We itched and smoldered, coughed, sneezed and
sniffed as eyes blinked and spilled trying to see
the only visible object—the rider in front of
them.
The furious wind pushed and shoved us in
our saddles, but the mules plodded steadily
along. That temperamental Western wind sud-

denly decided that either we wouldn’t give up
or that we had been scared enough for one day,
for it gave one final whistle and was gone.
We were almost to the top by then. I could
see Daddy with his eternal camera cocked and

I felt better and joined Suzie and the lunches

ready to snap his dusty, dirty daughter. In a

at a coffee-table-size tree stump.

last, strange burst of energy I straightened and

I had time to eat only one ham sandwich
(and I hate ham sandwiches), some celery, an
orange, and more water before we were ordered
to mount up. Our destination was still several

threw him a cocky half-smile. After all, a
fifteen-year-old Grand
must act the part.

Canyon

Mule

Skinner
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Alex stood quietly before the open window
of his office and stared out into the warm

The General was a massive block of a man,

stealthy silver fingers across the sand plain,

thick-faced, heavy of neck and shoulders, flecked
gray of close-cropped hair and mustache. His
usually immaculate uniform was rumpled; in

touching the faintly swelling hills, the squarely

place of his usual expression of absent-minded

utilitarian stone buildings and towers, the scaf-

arrogance was one of tired, baffled anger. He

foldings and crosswalks, the steel gantry, the

hunched down in the chair, his hands clamping

desert night. The rising moon was sending

parked cars and television and motion picture

the arms, staring at Alex from under heavy

vans with their cameras, recorders and masses

brows.

of trailing wire. The newly landed rocket, tilted
slightly in its steel net of stairs and scaffolding,

“T have the feeling you knew this would
happen. Am I right?” The General’s voice grated

shone luminously with a faint, ghostly glow.

with fatigue. “You were the only one who didn’t

Staring at it, remote and almost hostile in the

wait out there with the rest. You knew it would

still night air, Alex shivered.

Now that the mad excitement of the return
of the first manned rocket to circle the moon
had calmed somewhat, Alex was aware of a
throbbing headache at the base of his skull.

happen, damn it.” It was statement, not question.
Alex did not answer at once. He moved away

from the window and turned the lamp on his
desk to its full glow. From a bottom drawer he

Nervous tension—natural reaction to seven days

took glasses and a short crystal decanter of

of tense expectancy during which his mind, like

whiskey. He stared moodily at its shimmering

the minds of his colleagues, had been enclosed
in the passenger capsule of the sleek ship which

glasses, passing one to the General.

had been launched spaceward to circle the moon

once and return. He smiled faintly, thinking of
how absently he had gone through the motions

of performing his duties on the ground during
those seven days. Funny, he thought—in a way
we all were passengers—we all were in that
rocket.
It was to have been the first purposeful

amber gleam, then poured whiskey into the
“Yes,” he said heavily at last. “Yes, I knew.
Even before the rocket left the launching pad,
I guess I knew.” He sat behind the desk and
stared unseeingly into his glass.
The General looked at the quiet, dark, gray-

eyed man before him. “What I want to know,
Alex, is—how? How in hell did you know? And
why in hell didn’t you tell us? It was your duty

flight of a manned rocket into space. And it
had failed.
He had known it would fail even before the

flight project.”

rocket returned and military personnel, scient-

quick and staccato, broke the silence between

to tell us! You were chief engineer of this moonBefore Alex could answer, another knock,

ists, reporters and a hysterically excited staff

them, and a thin, wiry man in his late fifties

had swarmed about its crew of one. He didn’t

came into the room. “Thought I’d find you here,

need the rush of pounding feet, the wail of the
base ambulance siren, the insistent clanger of

through his already exploding sandy hair and

phones, the wild babble of fearful voices, to tell
him how dismally the flight had failed. He knew.
He pressed the fingers of his left hand

General. Well, Alex.” He ran nervous fingers

dropped into another chair. He fairly radiated

against his eyelids, rubbing them slowly. He was

tight tension.
“Well, General, no matter what happened up
there during that seven-day trip, you can’t lay

conscious of a dragging, bone-deep weariness

the blame at my department door. Of course,

and of a curious, empty feeling. As from a great
distance he heard slow, heavy footsteps approach

it’s a little early to be sure, but as far as I can
tell, the ship is in excellent condition—controls

his closed door.

OK, fuel adequate, everything functioning as it

A single knock. “Alex?”

should. I’ll have my report ready without delay,

He did not turn from the window. “Alright,

but I can tell you unofficially, here and now,

General, come in.” He waited until his visitor
had sunk into one of the leather chairs near

that my rocket isn’t to blame.” His voice rose
to cutting shrillness, betraying his shaken

the huge walnut desk before he turned to face

emotions.

him.

The General growled without looking at him,
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“Alright, alright, Ray, nobody’s blaming your
damned ship. But we failed, just the same. Alex,

who sat hunched forward in his chair, his elbows

give our leading designer here some of that

painstaking intentness.

whiskey. He needs it worse than I do.’”’ He drank
angrily from his own glass.

on its arms, examining his bony fingers with
“Is the pilot very bad, Wayne?”
Lassinger looked at Alex with haunted eyes,

Alex complied wordlessly. He leaned back in
his swivel chair, rocking slightly. They jumped

the General’s brooding stare. “‘Well, we all heard

as the phone on his desk shattered the momentary quiet. He passed it to the General, who

hour, day by day, until the—accident. We have

then glanced tiredly round the room, avoiding
the pilot’s radio messages up there, hour by

barked into it, “Damn it, I’m in conference!”’

them taped if any of you would care to go over

and slammed the receiver into place. ‘‘Well, Alex,

them again—”’
“Damn it, Lassinger, get to the pilot!” the

I’m waiting for an answer.”
“T’ve a feeling there will be one other addition to our post-mortem, General, and I’d like

to wait for him, if you don’t mind. He’s the one
who—ah!” He glanced up as a tall, swarthy,
angular man needing a shave slipped quietly

General exploded.
The Designer

leaned

forward

nervously,

raking his sandy hair with shaking hands. “Yes,
Wayne, get on with it. What I want to know is
if my ship could have had anything to do with

into the room.
“Fowler of the Herald is out here, General;

it. Not that there’s evidence of malfunction, but

he says you—”
The General shouted, “No interviews! We'll

mote—”

issue a statement to the press later! Get him
out, Lassinger, and get yourself in here!” He

the possibility is always present, even if reThe General muttered threateningly, “Ray,
if you don’t shut up about that ship of yours—”
“The

pilot,

Wayne,”

Alex

began

again,

smoothed a chunky hand tiredly over his hair

quietly.

and downed his drink in one gulp.
The phone shrilled again and Alex spoke

be sure at this early stage, but—”

soothingly into it. Lassinger came into the room
and closed the door firmly against someone’s

“Go on, Wayne, say it!’”’ the General shouted
angrily. “It’s done, it’s over, it’s hopeless—why

demanding knock. Footsteps clattered in the hall

don’t you say it?”
Alex’s eyes moved from the General back to

and a phone rang in a nearby office. “Lock that
door, Lassinger!” the General ordered. He stared
broodingly at Alex, who sat with fingertips
pressed lightly together, contemplating his un-

“He’s—well, of course, it’s very difficult to

Lassinger. “Is it actually that bad?”
Lassinger hesitated, then pulled a deep, tired
breath. ‘Well, ‘hopeless’ is too harsh a word,

touched glass of whiskey.
“Well, Alex? There’s no need for introduc-

General. On the face of it, ’'d say—’”
“You’d say, you’d say!” The General pounded

tions of topics and preliminary remarks.” The
General took charge of the meeting with ha-

the arms of his chair, rose furiously and paced

bitual briskness. ‘We all know what happened

once across the room and back. Alex knew of
the General’s mercurial temper but he had never

up there at some point during that moon flight.
We expected almost anything from the first

seen him as angry as he was now. It was the
blind, explosive anger of a man accustomed to

flight, but—not this. And I’m damned if I know

accomplishing major tasks who is faced with
an obstacle he can neither understand nor sur-

why it happened. If it had been anything else,

I think we might have been able to cope with
the problem. Anything in the way of fuel failure,

mount.
Lassinger

gravitational miscalculation, design failure, but
—good God!” He chewed his lip, his eyes be-

chair, as though yielding to an inevitability
which he could no longer fight. He spoke drag-

suddeniy

slumped

back

in

his

wildered and blackly angry. ‘“‘And what I’d like

gingly, wearily, yet choosing his words with

to know, Alex, is why the engineering coordi-

meticulous care.

nator of this project—you, of all personnel on
this base!—have the gall to say you knew it

“He’s right, Alex, it’s very bad. You all
heard the monitor recordings; we all heard the
pilot until—well, for the first five days. The
fourth and fifth of those tapes show the first

would happen!”
Alex looked past the General to Lassinger

indications of the—of what happened. The fourth
one was not what it should have been; he was
nervous, tense; something apparently was disturbing him. Yet he showed none of the classic
symptoms of aggressiveness, hostility, halluci-

hours ago. Then why in hell—”
“Yes, yes, yes, I examined him!” Lassinger
leaped forward suddenly, his eyes wild. “Good
Lord, man, I’ve gone over those tapes and examined him and tried to get him to talk co-

nations, and the rest brought about by prolonged

herently with me and I'll most certainly do

solitude. This particular pilot was chosen for this

further tests—but it won’t do much good, Gen-

first flight on the basis of his unusually stable
mental adjustment; you all know the kinds of

eral—do you want to know why it won’t? Be-

tests I used; he passed three periods of nine to
ten days each in complete solitude with no ill

cause the answers I get from him just don’t
make sense! I get one conclusion out of all his
talk—just one—and I don’t know what to do
with it! Do you want that conclusion, too,
General? Then here it is! Something happened
in that man’s mind up there that had nothing

effects. We have this business of solitary existence down to a fine art—at least, I thought we
did. Now—” He looked once at the General,
then locked his hands together tightly, palm to

to do with space flight or psychological break-

palm, and went on.
“T was uneasy, but I wasn’t alarmed until

down. His breakdown was only the end result.
Why did he break down? According to all my

that fifth day. He omitted vital information;

tests and calculations it should never have hap-

gradually began to fail to answer our signals;

pened! I’ve trained prospective pilot after pro-

he had begun to talk to himself; toward evening

spective pilot and he was the finest of the lot.
Even the men who scored lower than he did

he did not recognize the voices of the monitoring personnel who tried to talk with him. I—now

passed enough solitude tests to qualify them

have reason to believe that he was at that time

for a space flight well over seven days and

no longer clearly aware of his surroundings.
He—seemed on the verge of hysteria and of—

nights in length. Yet he broke down. Why? I

something worse. Since Ray here insists that

pilot but it isn’t an answer because it makes no
sense. You tell me, General. You took care of

the ship shows no marks of damage of any kind,
even in the interior, I feel that the pilot must
have disconnected the radio equipment himself—
whether by accident or deliberately, I don’t
know. I once thought I knew quite a few things,

but—now—”
The General stared at him smolderingly. “So
how bad is it, Lassinger? You’re the psychiatrist
on this project; what about it?”
“You want the truth, General? Then here
it is.’ Lassinger’s eyes were tired and empty.
“Our pilot is insane, General—temporarily, probably, at least so I fervently hope—but, nevertheless, insane.”
The quiet word fell into their silence like a
dropped stone. The men looked at each other, at
the General, back to the Psychiatrist.
“Insane—Wayne, that’s—’ The Designer’s
voice was hoarse and he cleared his throat nerv-

don’t know why. I have an answer from the

the physical training; maybe you can do better

than I can.”
In the strained silence that followed Lassinger’s raging outburst, the General hunched
down in his chair and loosened his tie with a
blunt finger.
“Yes, you’re right, Wayne, I took care of
the physical training end of the project.’ He
stared moodily before him at nothing. “He could
have handled anything physical or technical. He
had the finest equipment, the most detailed
know-how we're capable of giving our pilots.
We all know how Ray worked with this ship;
there’s no doubt about the quality of this particular rocket: it’s the best we have in the
country.” He passed his hand slowly over his
hair, and his bleak eyes moved ponderously to
Alex, who was sitting in silence. “Alex, you still

ously. “You mean—but—my God, man, why?”
“T don’t know why, Ray.” Lassinger’s voice

haven’t answered the question I asked you
earlier. And you haven’t contributed a thing

dragged with weariness. “For the first time in a

here tonight. You said you ‘had a feeling this

long and checkered career, I don’t know.”
The General overrode him angrily. “You
talked with him, didn’t you? You’ve been ex-

would happen.’ What about it?”
Lassinger glanced sharply at Alex, startled.

amining him since he landed—that’s over four

“You knew, Alex? What the devil do you mean”
And why didn’t you say anything?”
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Alex moved suddenly, tensing his shoulders.
He did not look up but examined his fingers
intently, turning them over and outward.

“T—didn’t mean it quite like that, Wayne. I
meant—it’s difficult to say what I mean. It’s
just—I’ve had this odd presentiment for a long
time—since the launching of this project for a
manned space flight over a year ago—that something would go wrong. Not a vague, indefinable

something but—something all too definite.’’ He

The General exploded, “You know why! To
inaugurate space flight as routine practice.’

“Why?”
“Why—to establish friendly contact with
neighboring planets—to explore space.”

“Why?”
The General’s

irritation

was _ increasing.

“Why—to insure peaceful relationships
neighboring planets, of course!”’

with

“Why?”

broke off suddenly and glanced at the General

“Damn it, so we can all live peacefully and

who was chewing his lip in angry perplexity.

progressively and die in our beds, like normal
human beings!”

“T’m not being too clear, am I?”
“No, damn it, you’re not!”
The Designer interrupted nervously. “Just

Alex’s voice was patient. ‘Why is this pro-

what is this ‘answer’ you say you have from

gress so important, General?”
The Designer twisted in his chair. ‘Alex, I

the pilot, Lassinger?”

don’t see why—”

The Psychiatrist frowned.

‘It—wasn’t ex-

“Answer

me,

please,

General.’

Alex

was

actly an answer; it was more of a question with

imperturbable.

an answer—or without an answer, I suppose,
because he kept saying—’”

I guess.” For the first time, a note of hesitancy

Alex’s voice cut under and through Lassinger’s with compelling quietness. “He kept saying: ‘What am I doing up here?’ and then
answering:

‘I

don’t

know.’

Wasn’t

that

it,

Wayne? Or something like it?”
Lassinger froze. His eyes came up Slowly to
meet Alex’s intent gaze. “How did you know

“Alex, I don’t— Well, to better human lives,
had crept into the General’s voice.

“Why?”
“Look, Alex, you—” Lassinger frowned in
puzzlement.

“General?”
‘“Um—well, because mankind has a right—
that is, he deserves dignity in his daily life.

that? Those were almost his exact words.”
The General needed only a few seconds to

Because he’s a human being—because he’s in-

recover from his shocked surprise and to come

he’s intended for higher things—he has a goal,
a purpose—” The General was fumbling for

back roaring. “What do you mean, he didn’t

tended to live as benefits his position. Because

know? Of course he knew! For the last two

words now, and Lassinger looked from him to

years he’s been trained like all the rest! What
kind of a joke is this, Lassinger? Or maybe

Alex with a sudden gleam in his eyes.
Alex threaded his fingers together meticu-

this is your joke, Alex?” He turned on him.

lously. ““You mentioned a purpose, General. Ex-

Lassinger avoided the General’s eyes. “I
don’t know, General. Alex says he thinks he
does. I hope so. Maybe he can give me something to start with.”
“He lost his memory, maybe?” The Designer
offered, puzzled.
Alex leaned back in his chair. ‘No, he didn’t

actly how would you define this purpose?”

The General looked nonplussed. He fidgeted
in his chair uneasily. ‘I don’t know, exactly, I’ve
never thought—lI suppose it would be to help
his fellowman—” He slowed to a stop. Alex’s
final question was as quiet as the tick of the

clock on his desk.

lose his memory. He didn’t have enough in his

“Why, General?”

memory to begin with.”
The General slapped the arms of his chair

The four men looked at each other in silence.

A desert moth had ventured into the room and

angrily. “Well, I’m damned if that makes sense!”

now clicked crazily against the glowing lamp.

Alex regarded him thoughtfully, as if mar-

Somewhere a telephone rang and was cut off

shalling his ideas into a coherent reply. Sud-

abruptly.

denly he began.
“Tell me, General. Exactly why are we working on this whole space project?”

know what you’re getting at, Alex, but I also
think you’re the one to say it. Especially since

Lassinger broke the stillness. “I think I
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you’ve known this could happen—indeed, would

in arrogant disgust. “I don’t see what the devil

happen.”
Alex rose suddenly and went to the window.

that has to do with this business, Alex. Your

God doesn’t exist and I can prove it.”

He turned about and faced them, hands in his

Alex leaned forward. “Ray,” he began with

pockets. He picked his words carefully.
“T__guess I did know, General. Maybe my

piercing quietness, “you might be interested to

know that this particular pilot felt exactly as

being Jewish has something to do with it; we

you do—once. He once spent two hours with

Jews always seem to look behind everything for

me in a bar, laying out in neat rows all kinds

the why of it. We’ve had to hold on to our be-

of arguments against the existence of a Supreme

liefs through so many catastrophes for so many

Being. I would be extremely interested in hear-

centuries—”
“If you mean religion, Alex—’” the Designer

ing some of those arguments from him now.”
Again, the deadly stillness. Time seemed to

drawled sarcastically.

have come to a stop around them. The heat of

Alex looked at and beyond him.

midsummer hung stifling as a curtain in the

“No, not religion as such, Ray,” he said

room.

slowly, thoughtfully. “Not the Sunday-Sabbathkind of thing we’ve associated with religion for

“Ray,” Lassinger began tiredly. “What Alex
is saying—and he’s dead right—is that every

too long. I mean something much deeper—much

man even if he has no purpose, no guiding force,

more profound. Look at it this way.”
He came back to the desk and sat, his eyes
sweeping the group with earnest intensity. He

no Supreme Being—in the pattern of his existence
wiil, someday, have to face himself—to find an

held them with his eyes.
“We've given that pilot—and others like
him—the best in physical and technical and
mechanical training. We’ve tested him psycho-

answer. Alex said he knew this would happen;
he lays this premonition at the door of his re-

ligious and ethnological background. I—well, to
be blunt with you all, I didn’t really think this
would happen, but—I wondered. Not suspected,

logically and intellectually and in every other
possible way. We’ve given him the means to
adjust to any given problem except one—himself. Certainly, Wayne, I know your tests were

but—wondered. Any psychiatrist—any psycholo-

successful—they all were. But the inescapable
fact remains that those tests were here on the
ground for the most part, and those made in
space were made on short trial runs of two- and

of instinct to a—well, a Being, a Something. Me,

gist—any scientist of human behavior—will tell
you that every human being, whether he knows
it or admits it or not, looks almost with a kind
I’m—never mind what religion, but I—as far as
I’m concerned, there is a God and we owe Him
something. Ray, you say you can prove there

three-day-and-night lengths. The fact remains
that that pilot was the first to go out into
space—really go out into it—alone, with no one
to turn to for help—or answers. Do you realize,
any of you—does anyone, for that matter—

is no such Being. Can you answer Alex’s ‘Why’

that a man in space is more alone with himself
than he will ever be in the course of human
progress? Loneliness, solitude, these we can
handle. But—facing oneself—”’
The Designer’s sarcasm was an open sneer
now. “In other words, Alex, you advocate less

gress is the peaceful cohabitation of man with

technology and more hymn-singing.”
Alex hit the desk with his open palm and
Lassinger and the General, listening intently,

any better or more succinctly than the General

could?”
“Of course I can!’ the Designer burst out
furiously. ‘“‘The whole purpose of human proman—we all know that! Your—er, God—doesn’t
enter into it at all!”
Alex drew a deep breath. “Tell me, Ray. If,
as you insist, man ends this peaceful cohabitation with death and then nothing, why bother?
Why bother with progress and peace and this

whole space flight project and the whole business of trying to get along with each other and

jumped. “That’s not at all what I mean, Ray!

with other living things out there on those

I mean that in space, whether a man likes it or
not, he is going to have to face his God—that’s

planets? That’s what that pilot up there suddenly realized, Ray—that he could not under-

what I mean!”

stand why—there was no framework, no pur-

The Designer, nervousness gone, leaned back

(continued on page 23)
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ANNIVERSARY OF UofD
COEDUCATION
continuity with the early days of the program.

By R. KATHLEEN WHETRO,
Dean of Women

With the experience of one who has derived
innumerable benefits from it, I am the better

To write for the Exponent is a privilege but

able to attest to the extent of the progress that
has been made and hence to evaluate the quality

no new experience. I was a frequent contributor
to its pages in bygone years when Brother
Thomas Price,

of that progress. Since its inception on the

S.M., was moderator and co-

campus the co-educational program has moved

education was a bold experiment on the campus.

steadily forward and in a praiseworthy manner.

The University began admitting women to day
classes in September 1935. Three years later I

By a strange course of events I became in

enrolled as a special student, seeking mainly

1951 the fourth dean of women of the University after having been a student here under

courses in philosophy, psychology, and sociology

each of my three predecessors. (I doubt that
anyone else in the country could match this
remarkable situation.) I am glad that in this

although a long-standing love for language and
literature was finally to prevail in the choice
of a major field. Had there been no college
facilities for women available in Dayton, I dare

Silver Anniversary of co-education I will be

greatly altered, for going away to school was

able to send a commemorative greeting to them
in their present teaching assignments: Sister

at that time out of the question for me.
Now in this twenty-fifth anniversary year

Marie St. Eleanor, S.N.D. (U.D. 1935-1941), now
in Columbus, Ohio; Sister Mary Edwina, S.N.D.

of co-education, I am most grateful for my

(please turn page)

say my whole personal future would have been

a
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(U.D. 1941-1942), now in Hamilton, Ohio; and
Sister Agnes Immaculata, S.N.D.

were glancing about the campus in search of a

(U.D. 1942-

possible lay person as successor. My previous

Prior to becoming dean of women I had

roles here, first as student and later as instructor, aided me immeasurably in making the

1951), now in Chicago, Illinois.

engaged in high school teaching and further
study on the graduate level, returning to my
Alma Mater in 1947 as a faculty member in the
English Department. Thus it was that upon the
resignation of Sister Agnes, I chanced to be in
the field of vision of administrative eyes that

necessary transition.
I am proud to say that in one way or another I have been associated with co-education
at U.D. for the greater portion of its first
quarter century. Judging from the past and the
present, I would say that its future holds bright
prospects for far-reaching development.

Picking about some rocks and sun-baked weeds

I came across it quite by accident
And didn’t know I had encountered it
Until my blind and probing fingers tore
The silvery smoky lace across and through

By NADA MORGAN

So that it hung in trailing, swaying strands—
And out of some deep niche among the stones
A minute lacquered scrap of life came swift
On thread-thin legs, and stopped, and stared at me

With black unblinking multijewelled eyes
And raced in wild distraction back and forth—
Seeking despairingly to mend her lace.
And foolishly my soul was racked with shame
That these huge heavy hands of mine
Had torn and marred so vast a miracle
As this pattern of ordered loveliness .. .
Is it
And
The
And
And

like that, when I in arrogance
clumsy pride trample and tear to shreds
ordered beauty of Your government—
do You mourn my blind stupidity
try in patience inexhaustible

To mend in me the order of Your law? ...

li LovesOr

=F

By CAROLE LYLE

But I couldn’t tell her. Thelma Doolittle just

You’d never believe it, but six months ago,
I was the proud possessor of a head of thick,
luxurious hair
the envy of Woodrow Wilson

wasn’t the kind of thing you could talk to your
mother about, and it was Thelma who was the

Junior High. But lately I’ve taken to tearing it

cause of those F’s—Thelma and that hypocrite

out—in great frantic handfuls—and it’s all be-

pal of mine, Ophelas Strongheart.
Thelma I can forgive, because I haven’t
known her for very long, but for Oofy I shall

cause of my ma. She’s worried about me!
One dayI said to her, “‘Ma, get off my back.
Leave me alone.” Well, let me tell you, ma
“Not

always have an undying hatred. Oofy had been
my pal for fourteen years—well, really only

alone—Thurman, you'll never be alone. You'll

about twelve, because when I was in the sixth

always have your mother.” See what I mean?

really flipped!

‘Alone?’

she screamed,

bit all of a sudden was that she wasn’t too

grade I began to appreciate the finer things in
life, like girls. But Oofy, well, he was kind of
retarded, preferring baseball and track to the

happy with my last report card, and she was
trying to hide this fact from me because ac-

charms of the opposite sex, so we sort of drifted
apart—but not so apart that he had the right

cording to Spock I would have a traumatic ex-

to pull the dirty trick that he did on me.

The reason she gave with the loving-mother

perience or something if she didn’t. So she tried

On the other hand, I just met Thelma last

to pretend that all F’s on a grade card really
didn’t matter, even though up until then I had
never brought home anything lower than an A.
(Don’t get me wrong—I’m no boy Albert
Schweitzer or anything, it just so happens that
I have perfected a crib system so foolproof, it

week when she first entered Woodrow Wilson

should be patented.)
Well anyway, when she took a look at that
line of red, she turned a quiet shade of blue.
“Thurman,” she yelled, “how have I failed you?

inclined guys out of the way with the casual
ease of familiarity, skidded into the seat opposite her, and said “Himynameis Thurman-

What’s wrong? You can tell your mother.” She

Junior High. I just happened to spot her sitting
alone in the lunchroom last Tuesday, so naturally, being a charitable soul, I made for her
table—to welcome her to the old Alma Mater,
of course. I elbowed about eight other similarly

Diehard.”
“l’m Thelma Doolittle,’
“T’m beautiful.”

she said calmly,

carried on that way for about two hours, but
when she found that I wouldn’t crack, she went
to her room and had a long, decidedly unSpock-

“Hey,” I said, “that’s MY line!” But she
was beautiful—almost as gorgeous as Maybelline

like cry.

Pennypacker, our lead cheerleader, who was the
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possessor of the most magnificent pair of eyeballs it has ever been my privilege to see. I
once gave thought to the idea of dating May-

to me? “Of course,” I said to myself, “old
Ophelas . . . old woman-hating, best pal, homework-copying Ophelas.” I ran quickly next door

belline, but she always had a gang hanging

and made the arrangements with Oofy, over-

around, and convoy duty does not make an ideal

riding his many objections with threats of shielding my paper during certain crucial exams. He

romance.
Well anyway, Thelma then said, “My father
is a bakery engineer. We move about from town

agreed.
The next day he asked Thelma to go steady

to town. He builds his bakery in one, and we
move to another. Move, move, move! I haven’t

right mind wouldn’t go with the best athlete in

any roots—I’m emotionally insecure! I must go
steady in order to sink a few roots and become

woman-hater to boot. Why it was an out-and-out

stable. I was just trying to savea little time...
I must go steady immediately in order to gain
a long-period benefit.”
“Thelma baby,” I said, “your troubles are
over. I will go steady with you.” (for as I said
before, I am a charitable soul)
“You,” she said, “who are you? Why should
someone as beautiful as I go steady with you?
What have you to offer? Are you a star athlete?

A top musician? President of Student Council?”
‘“‘We-e-e-l-l, no!” I said. ‘But it does so happen that I am the SMARTEST boy in Woodrow
Wilson Junior High.”
“Well, that’s SOMEthing—but how do

and of course she accepted. What girl in her
Woodrow

Wilson

Junior

High

and

a sworn

triumph! My mind set at rest, I began preparing
the all-important crib sheets for the coming
exams—the sheets that would win back my true
love.
While I was engrossed in this all-important
work, Oofie and Thelma saw each other—constantly. Thelma blinked her eyes, and babytalked, and giggled at Oofy’s terrible, corny
jokes, and put down roots. And Oofy? Well,
Oofy, the dirty rat, cracked. He fell madly,
eternally, passionately and engrossingly in love
with Thelma, and completely forgot his intentions to return her at the end of the week.

I

When the bum realized that the coming

know?” she said.
“It’s just so happens that I got straight A’s
in the ist, 2nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th, 6th, AND 7th

grades would ruin his chances with Thelma (because he wasn’t exactly brainpower incorporated) and put me back in the limelight, he

grade,” I bragged, “T’ll bring all of the cards

that my ma saved.” I smiled confidently.

pulled an even lower trick. He stole my crib
notes. Thus came my F’s.

She considered this a minute, then said;
“Sorry, Thurman, but it’s out of the question.

From then on, there was no holding the
guy down. Overnight, he became the best darn

The fact that you were the smartest boy in

athlete in the whole of Rocky Falls. I guess love
inspired him. Two nights ago, he really went

the 1st, 2nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th, 6th, 7th grades, DOES
NOT mean that you will be the smartest in the
8th . . . it only shows that you have the potential—I must go steady with someone who is
TOPS now ... so that I can be secure.”
“B-b-but, Thelma,” I gasped.
“Sorry, Thurman, NO GO,” she sneered and
resumed eating her spinach.
Crushed and heartbroken, I fled the school,
pleading acute appendicitis. I moped around my

room looking for a suitable object to hang myself on, until a thought of sheer genius struck
me. I would send in a substitute until I was
myself able to claim my prize. Grades were to
come out the following week—surely then
Thelma would realize her folly—would then go
steady with me, Thurman Diehard.
But who? Who could I trust to give her back

crazy—in one basketball game he scored 69
points. The whole stand went crazy—everybody
(except me) was yelling, screaming and shouting bloody murder. After the game was over,
everybody rushed out to congratulate him. As
he was standing there, sucking it all in, who
should rush up to him but Maybelline Pennypacker, the doll with the big, blue eyes.
“Ophelas,” she gushed, “you were just marvelous tonight. If you will go steady with me, I

will give up all of my other boyfriends, and it
will be just you and me—a love made in heaven.”
“And on the basketball court,’”’ I added, under
my breath.
Well Oofy just stood there, kind of flustered
for a minute. He looked at Thelma’s face and
he looked at Maybelline’s face. He looked into

Maybelline’s eyes and he looked into Thelma’s
eyes (a kind of olive drab). And he made the
only choice that a red-blooded, sane, American
boy with any decency could make. He took Maybelline’s arm and marched off, leaving Thelma
with tears in her beautiful but second-rate eyes.
Well, I must admit that I did a most charita-

was not so lenient.
“Report to my office at 8:00 Monday morning,” he snapped.
Even this did not dampen my spirits, because the thought of Thelma’s gratitude tinted
everything a lovely rose color. Even ma’s hys-

terics and dad’s lectures.

ble thing then. I slapped Thelma on the back

And sure enough, this morning I got a call

and yelled “Ha, it serves you right!” into her

from Thelma. “Thurman,” she said in a watery

ear. But immediately, remorse overtook me, and
I swallowed my much-abused pride. ‘Thelma,

voice, “will you come over?” I got there just

honey,” I said self-sacrificingly, ‘““Let me help

as she was hanging up.
“Thurman,” she said remorsefully, “If you

you mend the broken pieces of your life.”
“Go away, you mean, hateful, horrible no-

will have me, I am yours.”
“Thelma baby,” I said, with deep emotional

body!” she snarled, and turned on her heel.
Yesterday morning there was a reception
committee waiting for me when I woke up. My
ma was there, and my dad, and Mr. Higbee, my
principal, Clancy the cop, and Ophelas Strongheart (the rat). “Son,” my dad said, “it seems
that someone broke into Ophelas’ garage last
night and chopped up his basketball equipment
and set fire to his hockey puck. These people

undercurrents in my voice, “I will have you.”

And I kissed her beautiful face.
When I returned home, I was a man fulfilled.
I floated into the living room and fell off my
cloud. There stood ma and dad—ma was stand-

ing behind dad (a thing heretofore unheard of).
I felt a sense of foreboding.
“Son, there is no use arguing with me, be-

cause your mother has made up our minds. We

seem to think you did it.”
At this my ma went into hysterics. “Thurman,” she screamed, getting me in a headlock,
“why did you do it? You’ve become one of those

feel that you are a member of the restless gen-

terrible juvenile delinquents” (me, Thurman
Diehard, who wouldn’t even hnow a switchblade
from a croquet mallet). ‘‘How haveI failed you
“Now, now, Dulcie, he is not the only
suspect,” soothed my dad. “Don’t carry on So.

for military school.”
I gave one hoarse, animal cry and fled the
room.

Remember Dr. Spock.”
The other suspect was, of course, Thelma
Doolittle, the jilted one. My course of action
at once became clear. I would shoulder the

blame. When Thelma learned of my heroic ac-

eration, full of ferment and turmoil, and will
come to no good end if you are not properly
guided. So pack your bags. Tomorrow you leave

So here I am, packing my bags. Tomorrow
I will be stranded on the banks of the Oswagee
river, 500 miles away from Thelma Doolittle.

I have one burning hope, though. I hear
that there is a very decrepit bakery not too far
away from my school. By some quirk of fate,
it just might burn down, and Thelma’s father

tion, she would rush gratefully to my side. I

just might come to build a new one, and THEN

hoped they would put me in jail.

we could live happily ever after.

Bracing myself for my mother’s onslaught,

That reminds me, I’d better pack a lot of

I confessed.
Oofy didn’t press charges, probably due to
a severe case of guilt pangs, but Mr. Higbee

matches. Well, after all, God helps them who
help themselves.

VIGNETTE

The Silver Service
By MARY MATTINGLY

The narrow hall was dark with coolness, and
Mildred softly closed the door on the heavy sum-

ing the silver tea service was like selling her

mer heat outside. She placed a faded straw hat
on the hall table and glanced disgustedly at

steeped in family tradition, and nothing had

the foggy old mirror above it. A small, timid
face, penciled in with unruly salt-and-pepper

she adorned with so many mental vigil lights
as the silver service. As a child, she had wor-

colored hair, frowned back at her. A conversation in the study became suddenly audible, and

shiped the monogrammed, polished silver from
afar. As a young lady, she had reverenced it

though Mildred

in use, and now, as an old lady, she lavished

continued peering

into

the

mirror, she no longer saw her reflection.
“Really, Vera,’ exclaimed a babyish voice,
‘it seems such a shame that you have to sell

Mildred shivered at the thought. To her, sellbirthright, only worse. All her life had been

on it all the care that love and silver polish
could provide.
“IT told Vera that I didn’t mind if she sold

this lovely old house—it’s so—well, so old—and
so traditional. As I said to Melvin the other

the house and everything in it—everything ex-

day, ‘When Vera sells the old Parker mansion,

face, and not selling the silver service is the

one of the columns—that’s right, columns—of

only way to do it. But Vera won’t listen to me,

our town’s society will collapse.’ ”
There was a low laugh, and Vera’s throaty

even if I am the eldest. I knew she’d do just
exactly as she pleased. I knew she would. Nothing I say makes any difference to her. Well, it’s
not my fault. Vera’s just too headstrong and
always was. I told Mother that she pampered

voice almost purred a reply.
“That’s very flattering, darling. But you
must admit that two old spinsters can hardly
live in an eighteenth-century mansion
— not
even with tradition to keep them company. Now,

about that silver tea service you came to See.

cept that silver service. But we have to keep

her too much. I knew something like this would

happen some day. Well, it’s not my fault.”
An hour or so later Mildred crept down the

Truly, I do loathe to part with it. It’s been in

stairs and paused sullenly at the open door of

the family for years now and the fact that I’m

the study. She saw the silver service, betrayed

selling it is almost a sacrilege. But then, if I'd

and defenseless, on exhibition on the low coffee

sell it to anyone, darling, I’d sell it to you.”

table. Vera lounged in the lumpy, comfortable

“Well, Vera, as I said to Melvin... .”

Mildred’s reflection came back now. With a
murderous thrust she rammed the rapier-hatpin
into the straw hat and walked quickly, silently,

chair, reading The Antique Collector’s Guide.
Her eyes lifted and then her eyebrows arched
a little on seeing Mildred.
“Well?” Mildred fumed.
“A little business transaction, darling. Don’t

upstairs.
“Oh, of all the disgusting, utterly ridiculous

fuss.”

conversations I’ve ever heard! That scatterbrained idiot—all she’s ever doing is saying

cigarette in the ebony holder. She noticed how

something to Melvin and then telling everybody about it. So she wants the silver tea
service, does she? Probably she couldn’t even

guess half its value, or respect one-tenth of the
tradition behind it. And Vera’s money-mad
enough to sell it to her! Oh, how could she!”

Mildred watched the smoke curl from the
yellow and wrinkled Vera’s long, bony hand
appeared next to the ebony. Her eyes traveled
to the coffee table. She went up to it and picked
up a piece of paper lying beside the silver
service. It was a check for one thousand dollars.
To Mildred it looked like thirty pieces of silver.

CONCEPT: Floyd Renfrow
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Street Scene @ Intaglio (drypoint)

Quiet and reserved, Floyd Renfrow lets his

ploying his artistic talents with an ever-widen-

personality ebb into his engravings and drawings. His style, evolving from a preference of

ing knowledge of print-making. Having touched

brush and ink, is influenced by his subject
matter,

causing his finished work to reflect

not only the subject but the mood it generates.
No stranger to Exponent, Renfrow is best

on nearly all methods of printing, Renfrow now
concentrates on copper etch, intaglio, and a
frequent woodcut.
But, as all artists, Renfrow returns to his

first love—brush and ink. Just out is a collec-

known for his exhibits in five different shows,

tion of his drawings, Dayton by Pen and Palette,

recently being chosen as one of the eight artists

done in collaboration with Jane Morgan, noted

representing Ohio in the Xavier University
show, Young Artists of America 1959.
Amidst a field of graphic artists, Renfrow

watercolorist. Available at many stores in Day-

approaches the age-old concept of artisan, em-

nique.

ton, the small book is a veritable portable art

gallery of Renfrow’s concise, yet flexible, tech-
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Above @ Village @ Copper Etching
Below @ River Street @ Woodcut
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Above @ Untitled @ Brush and Ink

Below @ North Cloister, Dayton Art Institute @ Pen and Ink

VIGNETTE

On Writing
By LINDA H. McCARTHY

Since a part of me is a seed that was, and a
part of me the happenings that were, how can
I be exclusively me?

Made by a chemistry, shaped by events, I
am an embodiment of a series of accidents so
profound that it awes. Millions of chromosomes
formed me, throughout centuries, combining and
separating, dominating and receding, in a pattern so complex that it can never be repeated.
The formula is new, but the elements are old.
My mind and soul were formed by words and
deeds, sights and sounds, quarrels and slights,
rebukes and remorse, the deepest hatred and

love of all kinds. How wonderful and unique is
the combination of me!

These
are like
lapping
complex

elements are not unique in me. They
the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, overfrom person to person, presenting a
picture of universality. A writer must

draw these common pieces out and hold them

up before the reader, so that he may say “I
have thought this thing.” When this happens,
empathy has been established between author
and reader. The writer has passed the greatest
test.

The things that I shall write must contain all

of these elements. So that when a reader reads
my writing, he will be able to hear the rustling
of the seeds of centuries, growing; and the

underlying tones of the experiences of my life.
When I have accomplished this, I will be unique,
for no other being can combine these exact same
elements in the exact same manner.
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THE QUESTION
(continued from page 11)

stared dully before him, his eyes old and very
tired.

“Where have we failed? What have we done
that this should have happened? I’ve been a
military man for seventeen years—lI’ve seen
problems rise, big ones, all of them—but never
anything like this. Ill admit—I don’t know
what to do. Lassinger?’’ His eyes shifted to the

pose, nothing! He—as other pilots will do after
him, whether they want to do so or not—he
found after he had peeled away all the reasons

Psychiatrist.
Lassinger leaned back and rested his head

against the back of the chair. “He’s right, Gen-

for his very existence, layer by layer, that he

eral. But there is this—what happened up there
has been building up for a long time—for a gen-

had no reason! None! He had never taken the

eration in fact. Our mental hospitals are crowded

trouble to find out! And we, training him, had

to overflowing and the numbers of patients are
increasing. And every behavioral scientist will

never taken the trouble to teach him the most
vita] truth of all: why he was sent out there

tell you that one of the main causes of these

in the first place!”

mental conditions—if not the main cause—is,

Alex’s voice had risen in agitated pitch till

flatly, inability to cope with life. Or, if you like,

it dominated the room. The Designer looked at

inability to cope with oneself. Who is to blame?

him in startled silence. Lassinger did not lift

God knows we can’t hang a generation.”

his head.
The General, who had hunched into his chair
like a weary old turtle, now turned his head
slowly. “Why hasn’t this happened before, Alex?
And why didn’t you speak up if you suspected
that any such thing would happen?”
“Tt hasn’t happened very often, General, because we’ve so drugged ourselves with training
and technology that we haven’t had time to
think—not analyze, break down, compute,
figure—but really think. When it does happen,
He will
a man will do one of two things.
wall he
blank
mental
the
scale
to
take steps
As our
insane.
go
will
he
—
or
has run into,
pilot did. As for my keeping silent—well, I was
afraid you would react much the same as you
are reacting tonight—-with disbelief, skepticism,

certainly not with a willingness to listen. I had
just a hairline hope, I think, that it might not
happen, but—the hope wasn’t very strong. Now
that it has happened, in one way I’m rather
glad I waited. Now, I think, what I have to say
makes much more sense.”

The clock ticked busily in the silence. The
night moth had given up its futile attack on
the glowing lamp and was flitting aimlessly

about the shadowy ceiling, now and again bumping the corners with noiseless wings. The four
men sat silently, hunched, caught in the enor-

mity of the thing they faced.
The General shifted his position a little. He

Alex finished quietly, ‘But we can correct
the cause of the crime. Wayne. Now, while there
is still time. We can do that.”
He cupped the untouched glass of whiskey

on his desk in his hands, turning it to the lamp
so that its amber heart caught fire and leaped
to sudden brilliance. “You asked, General, where
we had failed. I think I can tell you that, too,
General.

We failed because we trained all of

our pilot except that part of his mind which
has nothing to do with psychology or technology.

Take away a man’s freedom — put him
in prison — put him in chains — blind him,
deafen him, cut out his tongue — and that

part of his mind will still function. It will still
look beyond and upward and outward—and not
even death can kill it. You can hide it and drug
it into silence or ignore it—until circumstances
like this flight come about—and then it will
suddenly come to the surface again, with its
eternal question of ‘Why?’ Make no mistake—
no matter for how a long a time we strip human
existence down to the material—the tangible,
the seeable, call it what you like, it’s the same

thing—inevitably we will pay for it. As we are
paying now.”

He placed the glass carefully on the blotter
before him, laid his square-fingered hands on
the desk, and looked at the three of them: at

Lassinger, lean and worn and tired; at the Designer, perplexed, angry, a little uneasy; at the
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General, baffled, moodily angry.
The Designer broke the stillness. “What do

them print it in all their papers. Let the people
know about it. Keeping it top secret will ac-

you think should be done, Alex?”
Alex looked to the General for permission
to speak. “I think, Ray, we know what we have

complish nothing. Letting the people know will

to do, all of us—even though we admit it in
varying degrees. We know where we’ve failed;

repairs can be made —if not in our generation,

accomplish a great deal. Once this generation
is made aware of this colossal error of ours,
most certainly in the next—and the next after
that—and oninto the future.”

that’s half the solution. But now—”’
He rose and went slowly to the window,

He stopped. Feeling the eyes of the men on

opening the venetian blinds carefully to admit

him, the General blinked slowly, tugging at his

a wisp of stirring air. He turned to face them

underlip. He looked at Alex with narrowed eyes,

again. His gaze collected them and welded them

in a silence that built up and up and up and

into a group, a unit, one in the recognition and

was suddenly underlined by the faint thread of a

acknowledgment of failure and the desire to

base siren, eerie and far away, somewhere in

repair the damages of their failure. His voice,

some laboratory somewhere on the base.

quiet and thoughtful, reached out to them.

The General rose slowly from his chair and

“Wayne, you said when you came in that

straightened his tie. He moved past Alex behind

Fowler of the Herald was waiting for an inter-

his desk, past the Designer, past the Psychia-

view. If I know Fowler—and all of the newspaper clan—they’re camping in the main build-

trist, to the door. Opening it, he spoke quietly
to someone in the hall outside.

ing right now, waiting for us. General, send for
Fowler and all the rest. Tell them what has hap-

“Get Fowler of the Herald in here right
away—and tell the rest they can come along
in here, too.”

pened out there—tell them how and why. Let

welcomes manuscripts of
essays,
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fiction,

narratives,
poetry,
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Quiet excitement....a twotone, two-piece, linen-type*
jacket dress. Graceful,
wide-flung neckline.**
Bold and dashing plaid,
beautiful coming and going.
The jacket sports semiDolman sleeves and is
lined in cotton broadcloth.
Underneath, the empire
look, with all the delicacy
of spring.
Sizes: 5-15

Color: Black/White
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